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Dim backward as I cast my vlew3
What sick'ning scenes appear!
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro',
Too justly I may fear !
Still caring, despairing,

Must be my bitter doom ;
My woes here shall close ne'er^
But with the closing tomb!

II.

Happy ye sons of busy life,
Who, equal to the bustling strife^

No other view regard I
Ev'n when the wished end's deny'd3
Yet while the busy means are ply'ds

They brjng their own reward:
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight,

Unfitted with an aim>
Meet ev'ry sad returning night,
And joyless morn the same.
You, bustling, andjustling3

Forget each grief and pain;
I, listless, yet restless,
Find every prospect vain,

III.

How blest the Solitary's lot,
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot.
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